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Mr. Brownstone 


My story- disclaimer: | don't own these people or these events of course | make no money off of this. Also if 
anyone knows where | can get a beta PLEASE tell me. this is my first time trying to write in first person so 
be gentle. 


God, I'd missed him so much. | couldn't even drink myself into oblivion because every sip | took reminded me of 
all the drinks we'd shared together. It's only been a few weeks since our last concert, opening for the Rolling 


Stones. Feels like a lifetime. 


Axl, that asshole made the infamous comment that l'm sure will outlive us: "If someone in this band doesn't 


stop dancing with Mr. Brownstone, this will be our last show." 


| knew that comment was about me. That fucker had really crossed the line and | went to confront him. When | 
finally caught up to him | threw him against the brick wall, fighting to keep from kissing him. | had never been 
that close to him before. Somehow | managed to keep an angry note in my voice, and | told him | quit his 

fucking band. The look in his eyes--hurt blue and then steel gray--almost made me take it back but | kept my 


pride and walked away. 


Our manager, Doug Goldstein waved a contract in my face yesterday. | was so out of it | just agreed when he 
started yammering about lawsuits if Guns n Roses didn't do tonights show. Now I'm sitting in my dressing 
room's cramped bad counting down the seconds until we go on stage. That damn redhead will probably just 


cancel it *AGAIN* but at least | won't go to jail. 
Well, what do you know? He showed up. ON TIME!!! | must be dreaming. Before he starts, he looks over at me. 
Much as | want to duck and hide under my hair there's something in his eyes that keep me watching even 


after he turns to face the audience. 


"You know what they say about dirty laundry? Well, I'd like to apologize to Slash for airing out our dirty 


laundry." 

My mouth drops open. The audience is clapping as he walks towards me, hand outstretched. | numbly put mine 
in his. He leans toward my ear and says clearly, "I need to talk to you." | nod,cupping his elbow with my other 
hand desperate to keep him close for another second. 

l'm so pathetic when it comes to this prima donna. The show is a blur to me and Axl seems to be staying far 
away from me, which hurts. He puts his lightly muscled arm around me when it was time to take our final 
bow. | don't know how he manages it but no matter how much he runs around on stage he still smells like 
candy and coconut shampoo. We walked off together, Axl keeps his arm around me to steer me into his 
dressing room. When we got there he looked at me with the same expression he'd right before he made that 


speech on stage. 


"| said what | said at the Rolling Stones gig because l'm really worried about you, Slash. You're drinking... a lot 


OK, and | don't want to lose you" 

| laugh. "Yeah cuz then you might have to find another guitar player." | instantly regret it when Axl flinches. 
"That's not why asshole" 

"Then why do you care?" Blue eyes light to mine 

"You're. my best friend" he answers softly. "I love you don't you know that by now?" 


My jaw drops. Literally. He smiled slightly, shaking his head. "I love you too." | said impulsively, thinking that it 


wasn't the same kind of love. 
Axl tilts his head to the side, red hair shading his right eye. "I'll quit if you will" 
‘Loving me?" | quipped and immediately wishe | hadn't. He was suddenly right in front of me. 


"That's not what | meant." 


| nodded unable to speak with him so close. He held out his arms. I'm sure all he wanted was a brotherly hug, 


but the temptation had been pushed away for too long. 


| pull his face to mine, kissing him hard and uncomfortably, so sure he'll haul back and punch me. Instead he 
opened his mouth wider, bringing my head down further, softening the kiss. It felt so good to hold him, is hair 
was smoother that water in my hand and he's struggling to get closer to me. | pull back slightly, watching his 
closed eyes open like a doll's, and his tongue darts out to wet his lips. 


He smiled at me and rose on his toes to kiss me again. When he breaks for air | manage to stammer: "I'll go to 


AA tomorrow" 

Axl nods then a spark of mischief brightens his blue eyes “Then we have all of tonight" 

| decide to play with him a litle bit. "I already have plans." It dosen't seem funny when his face fallsl and his 
eyes shift to gray again as he looks at the floor. | bring his chin up, so sure that he can feel the callouses on 


my hand from the guitar. "With a gorgeous redhead. Think he'll still want company?" 


"Bastard," he says laughing and already l'm a slave to his smile. He grabs my hand to lead me further into the 
dressing room and | have time to pray to God that he's leading me to his bed. 


